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want to spend some of that twelve pounds, anyhow."
Would he go? Oh, my gosh!
"All right then," she continued, walking towards the
door with him. "Listen. I'll telephone to you at the
office some time in the afternoon if it's all right. I'll tell
you where to meet me and all that then/7
They were standing at the door now, and he was still
holding her hand, as if he were about to shake it? but was
at the moment too busy trying to stammer out a few
adequate phrases. Nor was he merely holding the hand,
for, involuntarily, he wras pulling it too, so that there was
less and less space between them as his little speech
floundered on. This made Lena impatient.
"I don't know what on earth you're trying to say/' she
told him, "so don't bother. And you might as well go
now before the girl does get back. And I'll telephone to-
morrow. Oh, don't dither so much, silly. There!" And
with that she leaned against him, putting a hand on each
shoulder, kissed him swiftly on the mouth, drew back,
laughed, and then shut the door on him.
Turgis stared at the door, drew a long breath, and then
wandered down the stairs and through the hall below
like a man drifting drunkenly out of some Arabian
Night. He walked up to Kilburn, where he caught a 31
bus that took him most of the way home. The fog was
not very thick, but it was wretchedly cold damp stuF
that made everybody shiver and cough and wipe their
eyes and blow their noses and look miserable. But
Turgis did not care. As he sat gazing at nothing in the
bus or marched along the blackened pavements, he was
warmed by the fire inside him and cheered by a host of
coloured fancies that were rocketing in his mind.

